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In my last entry in this journal I referred to the interesting
experience I had, a few days ago, at Trinity Cathedral in
Chicago. I was much impressed by some remarks made by
the preacher, Dean Harcourt. I judge him to be a little
east of fifty, though his manner is more venerable, due, no
doubt, to the fact that he is a victim of infantile paralysis,
seriously crippled, and bearing the deep criss-cross lines
about his eyes which certify to the pain he has endured.
There is tracery around the mouth, too, that tells its own
story; though there isn't the slightest indication of self-
pity, rebellion, or despair. Quite to the contrary, it is a
reposeful face. I never saw a man whose outward bearing
seemed so well deserving of the word "spiritual." He
inspires confidence. You have a feeling that nothing could
shatter him or make him afraid or quench his inner glow.
I tried to analyse the whole event, that Sunday morning.
I was deeply moved, yet curious to discover the predominant
factors which had stirred me; whether the organ, the choir,
the architecture, the solemn reverence of the place, the
sermon, or the man himself. I suppose it was the perfect
harmony and complete integration of all these persons and
properties.
In the very first place, you had a sense of the solidarity
and sureness and effortless self-confidence of the building
itself. It was massive and it was sincere. The walls not
only looked like stone: they were stone. I thought a little
about this as I approached. Some of our churches are built
of concrete blocks, in imitation of stone. And some of our
wooden steeples, fussy with jigsaw ornamentation, are
painted grey to resemble stone. I had never considered this
matter, but it occurs to me now that a church should never